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A group of island girls created the
“Kill Time Club” and took the
steamer to Portland to go on an
excursion to Riverton Trolley Park
in Portland c. 1910.
L-R Mattie Mansfield, Charlotte Estes,
Madeline Bennett, Ethyl Hamilton,
Kathleen Hill, Mina Doughty, Stella
Mansfield, Ernestine Ross

SPECIAL EDITION

Growing up
on Chebeague

Gardiner and Ginny Layng and their grandmother,
Clara Bissell on a Casco Bay Boat heading to Chebeague
for the summer.

Almon Hutchinson Jr., Eleanor
and Dot Ricker rowing around
Colemans Cove early 1920s
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During the pandemic we received photos, artifacts, stories, phone
calls, and emails related to growing up on Chebeague. More than 110
families and individuals reached out. Some of the contributors put
their childhood memories in writing, while others told their own
stories. The phraseology is that of the author and has not been edited
by CIHS. Others shared tales that they had been told. Some stories
describe exciting adventures, but others are more contemplative.
However, they all share an important premise – childhood on
Chebeague is special and those memories last a life time! These stories
were too good not to share! So we matched the stories with photos from
family albums and the Museum Digital Photo Collection and realized
we had enough material for a book. We hope you will enjoy these
stories and that they will inspire you to share your favorite memories
with us so that we can add your experiences to the Museum’s archives.
This publication is funded by the Chebeague Island Historical Society’s
Ellsworth and Melba Hamilton Miller Fund. The Millers loved to share their
stories of growing up on Chebeague, so this Special Edition of the Sloop’s Log
seemed an appropriate way to use donations that were given to the Chebeague
Island Historical Society in their memory.
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From the Museum Desk
The past year has been one for the history books! While we are still in the
midst of a global pandemic, we have
come a long way since this time
last year when we were facing so
many shortages and unknowns. As a
community, Chebeague has been innovative and resilient. We have done what
needed to be done and have worked collaboratively to address community
challenges and have supported each
other in so many ways.
The Board of the Chebeague Island Historical Society thanks all of our
supporters who renewed memberships,
contributed to the Annual Appeal, and
recommended us as a recipient to
various foundations. We have been fortunate to receive several grants which
have helped us continue our work of
preserving Chebeague’s material culture - from yesterday and today – the
materials that tell our community’s
stories. We have been fortunate to
receive grants from the Maine Humanities Council, the Maine Bicentennial

Committee, the Recompense Fund, the
Casco Bay Islands Alliance, and we
received a Federal Cares Act Grant as
well as a Federal PPP loan. These grants
helped to improve technology, enhanced the new exhibit, and meet payroll.
Most recently the CIHS received a grant
from the Raymond Family Foundation
to insulate the building and replace
the Museum’s aging heating system
with energy-efficient heat pumps.
In addition, the Raymond Family Foundation has offered the CIHS a matching
grant opportunity, which we have gratefully accepted and will share the
details with the community soon.
The CIHS thought outside the box, and
thanks to board member, Beth McNulty
and her merchandise crew, we were
able to open an online store, which not
only provided needed income but kept
folks near and far connected to the
island and strengthened their sense of
place – the connection to Chebeague which is an integral element of the
CIHS mission.

Left Rachel Damon; Right Barbara Marks
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Alice Stewart, ?, Mary Ballard playing with
marine clay near the Hook pre 1910

While the Chebeague Island Historical
Society was unable to complete and
open its 2020 exhibit Growing up on
Chebeague, the CIHS has continued to
work on the exhibit albeit without the
benefit of its dedicated volunteer corps.
We hope that as more and more of us
are vaccinated, we will be able to pick
where we left off and that the CIHS will
open the Museum and the exhibit this
summer based on guidelines from the
State, Town and CDC.
We hope you will enjoy this special
issue of the Sloops Log! «

Growing up in the Summer
on the West End
By Jackie Doughty Trask

When I recall my early years growing
up on Chebeague, I see short reels of
film pass before my eyes in the microcosm of the West End. Entire summer
days were spent at the beach with my
childhood summer friend, Julie Devereux. We explored every square inch of
the Nubble, catching baby crabs in the
tide pools and discovering the best
places for diving. Best of all was the
adventure of diving from a special seaweed-covered rock on the eastern side
of Bennetts Cove to find black, fuzzy
sand dollars - and never a “grown-up”
in sight! I even taught myself to swim
by dog-paddling in shallow water.
After supper, Julie and I regularly “borrowed” Uncle Jim’s punt and rowed
around Chandlers Cove. And again,

Julie Devereux, Jackie Doughty, Sue Woolfrey
after a fishing trip in front of Nettie
MacCormack’s Chandlers Cove Lunch 1954

Jackie Doughty, alone on the shore at Bennetts 1948

there was no direct supervision,
though I suspect there were many eyes
“on us.” And by the way there was never
a life preserver in sight either!
“Aunt Nettie” McCormick ran a lunch
counter on the Chandlers Cove wharf,

and I remember the anticipation of
biting into her uniquely juicy grilled
cheeseburger!
The eastern boundary of my world
was Aunt Mary and Uncle Eben’s summer home, “Sunnyside” at the end of

Jackie’s cousins Bruce and Barry Doughty on board their father’s sardine carrier, Trident
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Growing up in the Summer on the West End

“Sunnyside” at Jenks Landing

Jenks Road. I was envious of my
cousins, Bruce and Barry, who slept
outside on cots in an Army tent.
The rocks on the N.E. end of Jenks
Beach was the scene of a family hot dog
roast. While climbing on the rocks
above the fire, I lost my footing and
found my left hand in the fire ! My only
memory is of visiting Dr. Lowenstein,

Jackie and Mabel Doughty
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our “resident” physician, who cut the
blisters! I can still “see” the scissors! I
was probably 6 or 7 years old.

the Chandlers Cove Field to pick up
logs. We took turns sitting on the seat
beside George and holding the reins.

Another “halcyon memory” is George
Higgins allowing the neighborhood
children (Lawson, Kenny, Dianne,
Steve and I) to take turns riding with
him in the horse drawn wagon over to

In recounting these memories of growing up on Chebeague, I have a sense of
how safe and protected I felt. «

Ed Jenks and George Higgins were fixtures on the West End and like others of
their generation, found time for kids
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Growing up on Chebeague
after World War II
By Jane Frizzell

Jane Frizzell’s house; built for her grandfather Captain Georges Cleaves;
Annie Cleaves, her sister Cora Bishop and children c. early 1900s
Jane’s year round neighbor, Ann KomLosy with
Jane and Judy Frizzell c. 1940s)

My childhood decades on Chebeague were the
1940s and 1950s. The island was a different
place in a different time. Perhaps, closer to
the early 1900s than the late 1900s. Most “fallwinter- spring” residents came from families
with long year round backgrounds. Real estate
was worth very little; and, if you didn’t have a
lot of money, you didn’t feel deprived because
many people were in the same boat.

Those residents who came for the summer tended to leave by
Labor Day. After that in my neighborhood there were few
houses with lights, and it was pretty quiet in the winter.
The houses now occupied by the Ridgeways, Jen Hamilton,
the Danielsons, Doug and Debbie Hamilton, and the
McNultys were all empty. Nellie Hill lived next door when I
was very young and, thankfully, the KomLosys lived across
the gravel North Road for many years.
In my house were my grandmother Annie, my mother Alice,
my older brother William, and my older sister Judy.
My father Ralph had died at a very young age in 1942. Because
my mother’s family had been on Chebeague since Ambrose
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Growing up on Chebeague after World War II
Hamilton’s arrival c. 1756, there was always a connection and
talk of past and current relatives-Cleaves, Curits, Strouts,
Uptons, and Hamiltons.
We had many relatives
living and working on
the mainland, but we
seldom went there
except in the summer
when the Nellie Gs
ran. A trip to the big
city involved stopping
at Littlejohns and
Cousins (then a real
island) and getting off
in Falmouth at Handy
Boat Service. From
Falmouth you travelled to Portland via a
bus, which on the
Nellie G III at the Stone Wharf c. 1950s
way, went over an iron
grating on Martin
Point Bridge. (It was a memorable sound to a young child
who lived on a quiet island.) At the time the center of shopping in the area was downtown Portland. Edwards and
Walkers, Porteous, Palmers, Benoits, Hays Drugstores are a
few that I remember visiting.
We had no car, so most of our socializing was done on the
East End. (This situation was common to both ends of the
island.) My mother’s good friends were Ivy Walker, Leah
Webber, Lelia Horr, Betsy Leonard, and in the summer time,
Inez Bradford. Then there was also the Mayflower Club at
which many other friends congregated, and Ladies Aid was
faithfully attended by my grandmother.

My brother, being 10 years older, didn’t tag along on
visitations, but Judy and I were more than happy to visit and
partake of the cookies and doughnuts and lots of stories.
Of my mother’s friends, there were two with children about
my age. They were Scott Horr and Helen Leonard. Leah’s
children Marianne and Dianne were older and Steve Walker
was younger. We played with Scott and Helen a lot and with
Pam Johnson, who was my sister’s age. In the summer we
also had Gail and Lin Shute as playmates. They lived across
the field with their grandfather, Ed Duff. (One of the things

Jane Frizzell at the tiller and cousin Barbara Cleaves (Marks)
tends the lines.

that sticks in my mind from those days is that at end of the
day you could hear them calling their cat, “Here, Mo(sp.),
catty, catty, catty.” This seemed a little strange as our cats
were always called in with, “Here, kitty, kitty, kitty.”)
Summer brought other friends and relatives. My Uncle
Willis and his family came to the island for several weeks.
This meant that we could play with my Cousin Barbara and
get to go sailing in my uncle’s daysailer. (From him I remember learning how to coil a rope. I have tried my best with
hoses and lines ever since. To me, of course, he was only my
mother’s brother; but he was also a retired admiral.)

The Mayflower Club puts on a show at the Hall
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From my father’s family came my Aunt Alice and Cousin
Jean Ann. We spent much time at the shore and laughing
together from different rooms after bedtime. The warm
weather also brought Weston Ross and his family. Weston
and my mother were the same age and grew up next door to
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Growing up on Chebeague after World War II
each other on the island. (My mother always said the Rosses
were like family.) Weston lived across the field where the
Ridgeways now live. We spent lots of hours there learning
about relatives and old folks.
Other people who were part of my childhood were my brother’s friends. Billy and his friends lived in a whole different
world. He hung out especially with Jim KomLosy, Skip
Mansfield, Chirp Webber, and Bill Munroe. At one point,
however, they all had motorcycles and were able to hang

Judy Frizzell, Jean Merrill, Jane and Alice Frizzell at Aaron’s Wharf –
Aaron Cleaves was Jane’s great grandfather c. 1946

Speaking of playing Indians, there is a story
I’m requested to tell.
Word has it that I was
involved in this shenanigan, but my sister and
I have doubts about my
presence. In any case
Helen Leonard and Judy,
who was into making
Native American clothes
and moccasins, discoverJudy Frizzell, Cow Girl on a homeed a cow on the shore made “horse”
near Central Landing.
This lovely brown and
white cow was very dead and very bloated. But Judy and
Helen saw a great opportunity before them. Imagine all the
leather leggings, moccasins, and vests etc. that could be
made if all that cowhide were cut up and sewn together. Off
they went to find a knife. Helen remembers that she ran in
and saw her mother at the ironing board; she grabbed the
biggest butcher knife she could find and ran out the door. It
took Betsy a few seconds to process what she had seen. She
was soon in fast pursuit. She arrived at the shore just as the
Central School c. 1950 L-R:
Bottom Row: Andrea Alfond,
Judy St. Cyr, Patty Lam
Row 2: Phyllis Ross, Russell
Hall, Lew Moynihan, Jr.,
Steve Hamilton
Row 3: Jackie Doughty,
Marshall Bowen, Edward
Lam, Scottie Horr
Row 4: Lindy Smith, Diane
Slowik, Jane Frizzell,
Carolyn Parker
Row 5: Lawson Doughty,
Bobby Ross, Helen Leonard,
Ernie Burgess
Top Row: Stella Hamilton,
Teacher, Jim Todd, Harold
Cleaves, Jr., Neal Parker,
Ronnie Doughty

out with their age group from other parts of the island.
Pretty exciting for younger siblings!
Because we had no car, we walked up the “lane” to the South
Road and to the center to buy groceries. At Leonard’s, George
and Cliff seemed to have whatever you needed. You didn’t
have to walk and carry your basket for dairy products and
bakery. Warren Hamilton came to your door with milk,
cream, and cottage cheese; and Harold Todd and others
brought Scotch cookies, hot cross buns and more. The best
treat, however, was obtained by walking to Bert Mansfield’s
ice cream parlor for a cone.
A great deal of my entertainment depended on my sister
and me coming up with plans on our own. We spent a lot of
time playing in the yard, in the field next door, and in Nell’s
woods pretending to be Native Americans or whatever else
came to mind. (The Attean family actually lived in tent
nearby and sold baskets ed.) In the warm months we spent
many hours at Aaron’s Wharf (with adult supervision) in the
hot sunshine and cold water getting tan and learning to
swim. Inside the house we were read to, we read a lot, played
with toys, and listened to the radio-the Lone Ranger, Gene
Autry, Roy Rogers, Hop-a-Cassidy, Fibber McGee and Molly,
Our Gal Sunday, the Green Hornet, and the Shadow, who
knew what “evil lurks in the hearts of men.” (An editorial
note: I am very grateful that Barbie Dolls and pink and purple mania had not yet been invented.)

knife was about to be plunged into the bloated carcass.
Fortunately, adult wisdom prevailed; and (sorry) all ended
not with an odorous bang, but a small protest from the
conspirators! I went to Central School on the island from
kindergarten to the third grade. Edith Abrams and Stella
Hamilton, Michael’s grandmother, were the teachers while
I was there. I don’t remember a lot from those years, but I
remember playing down by the WWI memorial stone, working for good grades, and generally being happy, except
when they served those powdered eggs for lunch. Clyde
Bowen was our bus driver; and I remember that he would, on
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Growing up on Chebeague after World War II

Alger Burgess’s Shooting Gallery L-R Alger, David Burgess, Steve,
Beth and Gerry Ross

occasion, intentionally drive beyond our house so my sister
and I would put up a big protest. It always worked.
A couple of my favorite memories took place at what is now
the boatyard. One was going to the old black and white
movies at the Niblic and the other was the time I won a
BB gun at a summer fair. I won it by, as I recall, shooting scallop shells at one of the booths. Alger Burgess was in charge
and presented me a new BB gun. It was a great thrill, but in
the end it was a very weak toy. You could almost see the pellet’s flight from the barrel.
Fortunately, there was an alternative. In my grandmother
Frizzell’s attic there was a single shot BB gun that had been
deposited there after my brother and his previously mentioned buddies had been accused of shooting out some of Nelly

Hill’s windows. It
was a great gun, and
I shot no windowsnor
furry
nor
feathery friends. In
any case, my brother
by then was in the
Army and doing well
with practicing with
real guns and was
probably as thrilled
as I was that I had
this new possession.
Around 1950 Howard
Beehler and his sonin-law Joel Black set
up a watch factory
and a watch repair
school on the island.
This was in a WWII
Army building on
the road that circled
around East End
Point. It happened
that one of the
students
at
the Jane’s brother Bill Tebbetts in uniform
school was my future with their mother, Alice
stepfather, Wendell
Blackwell. After he
and my mother married we moved to Wildwood Park on
Cumberland Foreside. (Price of the house $9,400—now
worth $900,000?) Wildwood was a great place to grow up.
It had a great beach, hills to ski on, and ponds to skate on;
but it wasn’t Chebeague.
After we left Chebeague in 1951 the only lights in winter in
the neighborhood belonged to Andromache KomLosy.
Later on Anne went to Georgia in the winter, and there was
no one in the neighborhood year-round for quite a few years
- a very lonely time indeed. I believe that the first occupied
winter house up the road from us would have been Jasper
and Victoria Smith’s.
Summers and many weekends were spent on the island until
I retired to the old “homestead.” I love the diversity that
exists on the island now, but I am also grateful for growing
up in that more humble place. It makes it easier for one to be
appreciative of what one has. «

Jane Frizzell, Jean Merrill, and Judy Frizzell blowing bubbles
during a simpler time
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Growing Up on Chebeague
with Roots on Both Ends

Chesley Calder and
tractor on southside
of the island

By D.J. Colbeth

Nearly 75 years ago, I was born to a young couple… to an island boy and a summer girl and to
grandparents on either Ends of the island. But it wouldn’t be until the summer of ’51 when I
turned five that the two Ends, both East and West, would become my whole world.
Summer 1951
The East End
Mornings start really early here when
hundreds of crows come cawing in our
field and Mr. Chesley Calder’s tractor
mows a path for my grandmother and
me to follow to George and Myrtie
Parr’s to get fresh eggs for breakfast.
And on the way back, we pick blueberries that my mom will make into the
best blueberry pies.
Afternoon plans are all about the tides…
high tide means a walk to Kitty Mayer’s
beach just down the road where my best
friend, Ruth Ann, and I swim, collect

shells, and chase horseshoe crabs
through the eel grass with our friends
while all the moms chat together on the
beach as they sit watching us.
Low tides belong to my grandfather and
me as we put on our rubber boots and
walk out on the mud flats, lift up rocks
and dig out the clay underneath them
which my grandfather will sculpt into
people and animal figures so real that
sometimes I think that they might all
come alive. My lumps of clay turn into
ashtrays and lopsided candle-holders.
Not very pretty, I say to my mom. But
very handy, she tells me, and that’s a
good thing.
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Donna Colbeth and Ruth-Ann Bowen
with Island View in the background
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Growing Up on Chebeague with Roots on Both Ends

Donna Colbeth and her grandfather, Frank Regele

Later, way after dinner when it’s getting really dark, my friends and I cut
through the roadside chicory, Queen
Anne’s lace and devils’ paintbrushes
and go out into our field to capture fireflies in empty peanut butter jars with
poked breathing holes in the tin lids.
Then, we hold a contest to see who can
get their fireflies to blink their lights
when we tell them to. And then when
the contest is over, we set them free and
watch them light their ways to their
homes. I believe we are all under a kind
of magic spell.
The Walk
It’s only the second day of our vacation
when my father wakes up and tells my
mother and my grandparents that he
and I are going to walk to the West End.
(No one from either of our families has
a car that works.) By the time we start
out, it is almost noon and it is very, very
warm. The first part of our three mile
walk is all uphill on the North Road.
I know nothing about what miles
mean, I just know that my steps are
much smaller than my father’s and that
he seems really happy to be going to see
his mom and dad who are also my
grandparents. As we get to the top of
the first hill, he tells me that I have
done a good job and asks me if I need a
shoulder ride. He is tall all by himself,
but, with me added on top, nobody is as
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One of Frank Regele’s marine clay
sculptures

tall as we are together. Finally, he sets
me down just before we reach the
church and, what he calls the cemetery.
I don’t know what a cemetery, is and
he doesn’t explain anything about
the stones with names and numbers
on them, because I can’t read yet and
nobody I know or love is here yet.
Our next turn is a left, off the North
Road where Dad says we will soon meet
up with the South Road. I don’t know
about what either north or south has to

Gerald and Donna Colbeth
planning the walk
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do with roads or anything else, but I do
know left from right and also know
that very, very warm and hot are not
the same. It is very hot now, and long
shoulder rides turn into short piggy-back rides while Dad starts making
up a story about his adventures in
Alaska, where he says it was so cold that
his house there was made out of snow
and ice and that the sun didn’t shine for
months at a time. Then he stops right
in the middle of the road and shivers
and asks me if I can feel the cold. “Not
yet,” I tell him. I know he’s never been
to Alaska.
But after we go around the West End
Schoolhouse corner, it’s all downhill
and kind of windy and doesn’t feel quite
so hot anymore. Dad tells me that we’re
almost there.
The West End:
At the West End, no one makes plans.
Gram is surprised to see us, then sits us
down at the kitchen table and rushes
around getting us something to drink
and a sweet. She always has something
sweet to share. We both like sweets
a lot. Today she offers me a cruller
which we can’t get at home. And I love

West End Schoolhouse

Growing Up on Chebeague with Roots on Both Ends

Gurnet landing at Chandlers in front of the Colbeth Cottage

crullers. I also love the slippery yellow
checkered tablecloth that feels kind of
rubbery and that you can spill on
without getting in trouble. I ask Gram

where Gramp is and she says that he’s
upstairs taking his nap A lot of island
people take naps. I wonder why. I don’t
even take a nap.

Soon Gramp comes downstairs, gets
himself a cup of his favorite Red Rose
Tea, and starts arguing with Dad about
this guy he calls True Man… Whoever
this guy is, I can tell Dad doesn’t like
him very much. But before they get into
anymore words, there’s a knock at the
door. It’s Uncle Dick who hollers in to
tell anybody listening that the mackerel are running. And Gramp gets
right up from the table and heads to
what everyone calls, his “Junk Room”.
It’s a skinny, messy little space where
he keeps tons of junk and NOBODY
is allowed in. We can hear Gramp
crashing around in his junk room and
when he comes back to the table, he’s
holding two very used fishing poles.
I think that we are going fishing!
I’ve just watched kids fish off the dock
before but now, it’s my turn. We head
down to the end of the dock where Dad
baits my hook and helps me lower my
line overboard. I can’t believe that I am
really fishing. Dad catches a couple
of big jumping mackerel, which he
will cook up for tomorrow’s breakfast.

View from the Colbeth cottage
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Growing Up on Chebeague with Roots on Both Ends
And I catch one fish that barely moves
and has two eyes on the same side of its
head and doesn’t look like any fish
I’ve ever seen or want to see again.
Dad tells me that it’s a flounder, a kind
of lazy fish that lives on the bottom.
He says that next time we go fishing,
he’ll shorten up my line so I can jig
a real mackerel. “Next time,” sounds
really good to me.
And then Uncle Dick shows up and
offers us a ride home. But not before my
Aunt Nettie invites me into her little
store on the dock to have a Creamsicle.
Nobody talks about it maybe spoiling
my dinner.

We get back to the East End at exactly
5:30 just in time for dinner which is
part of the East End plan but also kind
of part of my plan, too…because I’m
already thinking about later, about
friends and fireflies.

Winter 2021
The Postscript:
Sometimes, I wonder how it is that I
came to make the island my permanent
home when I was just 2. A friend of
mine suggests that it’s simply a matter
of my DNA, while I wonder about the
possible longevity of “the magic spell”.

So, I grab my Mac to look up DNA.
“Scitable”, an online science site, asks
and answers my question: “What do a
human, a rose, and a bacterium have in
common? Each of these things — along
with every other organism on Earth —
contain the molecular instructions for
life. Encoded within this DNA are the
directions for traits as diverse as the
color of a person’s eyes, or the scent of a
rose.”
I close my Mac, pat the little silver apple
on the cover and whisper to no one in
particular, “God bless DNA… and
‘magic spells’”. «

Donna Colbeth fishing at Chandlers

Donna Colbeth home from the big walk

Aunt Nettie’s Chandlers Cove Lunch
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Leonard’s Market Chebeague
Island Center
By Cap Leonard

Grandfather Leonard operated “Leonard’s
Market” for a number of years during the
middle of the twentieth century. George Edwin
Leonard was originally from Bath, spent part
of his youth on Cliff Island, and married Emily
May Hamilton from Chebeague Island.
He bought the store and property on December 13, 1913 from
the Cleaves family. (“R. H. Cleaves, Cash Grocer and Baker”).
The bill of sale is in The Museum of Chebeague History
and interestingly is made in two parts. The part, executed
on Cleaves Business stationary, is for the store and land; the
second part listed the inventory, including “lighting plant:
$102.00, soda fountain: $60.00, molasses pump: $5.00 and
Portable oven: $104.00. The total for land, buildings and
inventory was $2,934.00 The name of the business was
changed on the long sign located high on the building front
(and now resides in the Leonard family barn) and the family
was in business. The buildings were located in Chebeague’s
Center which it shared with the Post Office and Albert
Mansfield’s Spa. Only a narrow driveway separated the
Market from the home now owned by Gene Robinson.
The business prospered. In those days, folks’ day-to-day
needs were mostly supplied by businesses located on the
Island; natives and summer folks traveled to Portland seldomly. The Market was, in fact, a general store. We sold
almost everything! We sold smoked herring (in wooden
boxes), rubber boots, plug tobacco, galvanized oil cans,
paint, dried salt cod, ice, assorted sized nails and fasteners
and some other hardware. We sold huge amounts of flour,
molasses and sugar. Each spring the Casco Bay Lines would
send the Steamer Aucocisco down to Central Landing with
a big cargo of sugar and flour with amounts that would fill
the Leonard barn and be drawn upon for the rest of the
summer. The flour came in five and twenty- five pound
paper bags. The five-pound bags were wrapped in bundles
of twelve; the twenty-five-pound bags came in bundles of
two. We handled thousands of pounds.
Leonard’s Market delivered groceries all over the Island and
Little Chebeague. Phone orders were taken and the groce-

George Leonard in his meat apron; he was also the
butcher and ground all of his own hamburger

Photo of Betsy and Cap Leonard outside the store with a Leonard’s
Market Delivery Truck in the background c. 1936-37. The brown cottage
belonged to Cap’s Aunt Myra Craig and the white house was home to his
Aunt Ida Stilphen. Cap’s grandparents, George and Emmy Hamilton
Leonard’s home was attached to the store. The Craig Cottage was later
moved and is the home of Jillian Radcliff. The Stilphen house is now
rental property.
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Leonard’s Market Chebeague Island Center
I vaguely remember the ice cutting machine; the circular
saw blade was huge and lifted and lowered on a lever arrangement and was turned by a long leather belt which was
driven by a “one-lung” gasoline engine which “fired” occasionally. It was water-cooled with an open reservoir on top
which “steamed” during the cold weather. The first delivery
each day was milk and ice.

Cleaves Bakery c. 1907-8; Ed. note Stanley Bennett, right on wagon,
founder of Oakhurst Dairy, got his start in business working
for Reuben Cleaves

ries would be delivered to the customer’s kitchen the next
day. Those with no phone would mail a penny postcard with
their needs listed, and it too would be delivered the following day. It was busy; grandfather at one time had five
delivery trucks delivering groceries to Island homes and
picking up supplies from the Steamer at Central Landing.
We always had a great crew; most were fun and hard working. William “Bill” Stilphen headed the fun department (he
was Grandfather’s brother-in-law); Dave Abrams was a skilled woodworker and built much of the shelving in the
market. He lived in the house now owned by Charles Hall.
The Calder boys were almost always part of the crew. George
Ross was a part of the crew for years and was captain of the
fuel truck. Summers saw the addition of young Arthur
Hawks, Grant Wilson, David Wilson, and more.
We sold ice which grandfather and the crew cut on
“Charleston” pond during the winter months and stored in a
large icehouse behind the Market; (a bit was stored for personal use in a small icehouse at the Leonard homestead).

Early Leonard Delivery Truck c. 1920s
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Leonard’s Store, Gas pump, and Delivery Trucks c. mid 1930s; note the
Universal Laundry Sign

The crew would go into the ice house each morning, push
the ice cakes down a long chute to the back of a waiting truck.
It was the job of this author to wash the sawdust off cake as it
slowly slid by. The truck(s) would then deliver the ice and
milk; the regimen was that the ice would be placed in the top
of the customer’s ice box and then the milk was placed in the
box. We delivery folks knew every person and house on the
Island, but we never saw the inside of the houses except the
kitchens (where we unloaded the groceries onto a table or
counter and left with the empty box).
We had all sorts of ancillary services; we offered a laundry
service. We had large canvas bins provided by Universal
Laundry in Portland. We shipped laundry twice a week; the
turn-around was nearly a week, but it was a much-used service.
We were agents for Western Union telegram delivery.
Telegrams were received by phone from Portland and we
wrote the messages on official looking Western Union stationary supplied by the folks in Portland. The telegrams were
then usually delivered by hand. Grandfather was famous for
receiving a call, telling the Western Union they would have
to wait a minute as he was waiting on a customer, and then
forgetting about the call. If the Market was very busy or no
trucks were available, grandfather would sometimes mutter
something we boys were not allowed to hear, put a stamp on
the envelope, run next door and drop it in Henry Bowen’s
Post Office. We received twenty- five cents for each telegram
operation. One of several profit centers!
We sold oil (kerosene) and gasoline. On May 10, 1922, Grand-
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Leonard’s Market Chebeague Island Center

Buddy, George and Cliff Leonard; John and Chesley Calder late 1930s

father received permission from the Town of Cumberland
“to install for public use a gasoline tank and pump”; the
document was signed by some of the “Municipal Officers of
Cumberland,” including D. B. Hamilton and Frank Rines,
who operated a taxi service on the Island. Getting fuel to the
tank was interesting; the Leonard flat-bed Ford Model T
truck would be loaded with empty 55-gallon steel “drums”,
then driven to Central Landing, where a small tanker from
Portland would fill them. The filled drums would be then
emptied into the underground tank. Some drums remained
full of heating fuel and were delivered to Island residents’
homes. Pushing those 400-pound barrels through the snow
was not for the faint of heart!

George, Cliff, Cap and Jim Leonard: 1956 clipping
from the Portland Press Herald

Later years would see a second tank and pump for “Good Gulf
High-Test” gasoline. Still later, a used 6-wheel Ford V-8
“Atlantic Richfield” oil truck was acquired which boasted the
huge capacity of 600 gallons. The author, in the 1980’s, had
the honor of paying for the removal of these pumps, tanks
and the soil surrounding them, and they were taken to the
mainland! Lastly, Bob Dyer delivered the oil truck to its final
resting place. To augment the fuel business, the family ran a
garage for light auto repairs and issuance of inspection stickers. (We were a State of Maine authorized Inspection station
and still have a couple of porcelain metal display signs to
prove it.)
The heating oil segment of the business was eventually sold
to Clyde Bowen on December 13, 1956 to supplement his gas
station business.
In the late 1950s, the business began to wind down. Grandfather was in his late 70s; his son Cliff, who now owned the
businesses, lost parts of the workforce (his children were
away from the Island in school), and he was developing other
interests. The Market was last operated in the summer of
1961. The unused land and buildings passed to the author
who had the buildings and site cleared in the mid 1970s. «

Lou Leonard, Cap’s uncle, home from Brown University, loads oil drums
into the Leonard truck at Central c. mid 1930s
Ed. Note Central was the primary steamboat landing from c. 1874-1942.
Ammi Littlefields’ old store with seawall pre EPA, is at the left and the
Green Gull Tea Room, now Phillips’ Cottage, is to the right. Wharf Road,
the primary access road that went up over the hill toward the Roy Hill
Road, is in the center, and the Gee Cottage (Phillips’ other cottage) is on
the extreme right
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Growing Up at Chandlers Cove
By Cathy MacNeill

L-R Chris Rich, Cindy MacNeill, Cathy MacNeill

Even though I lived in Cape
Elizabeth, my heart was on
Chebeague, in that little house
at the top of the wharf where
Gramp lived and where my
mother, Minnie, grew up.
I came to Chebeague as a tiny
baby so the island has always
been part of my life. I spent
many happy days at Gramp’s
with my siblings, cousins, and
neighborhood children. I can
picture all of us lying side by
side on the living room floor
as we drifted off to sleep
listening to the bell buoy
ring off Deer Point.
As one of a family of seven and with
cousins living nearby, I was never at a
loss for playmates up for an adventure,
18

Jim Rich Sr. holding granddaughter,
Cathy MacNeill

and Gramp always found time to be
there with us. Gramp, as he was known,
was James Rich Sr. We were so lucky to
have him in our lives. He always wanted to be in the midst of the fun.
Whether we were rowing a punt in the
Cove, playing in tidal pools at Bennetts, or digging clams in the flats at
Chandlers, Gramp was there. He loved
kids. We watched in amazement as he
whittled a piece of wood into a little
trinket and made bows and arrows for
the boys!
We spent hours exploring the woods,
fields, and seashore close to Gramps.
Colemans Cove seemed so far away, but
I do remember picking blueberries in
Higgins’ field. The West End had a network of trails that criss-crossed several
neighbor’s yards, and we knew all
of them. No one ever questioned us
as we made our way to Bennetts or
Chandlers. We spent hours at Bennetts
swimming and scrambling over the
Nubble. The Nubble seemed so big
Sloop’s Log | 2021 Special Edition

when we were kids! We saw our reflections in the tidal pool as we watched
the various creatures who lived there.
My father, Monty, was captain of the
sardine carrier, Conqueror. One of my
clearest memories is hearing the sound
of the Conqueror’s engine as my father
made his way into the Chandlers Cove
Wharf. No matter where we were in the
neighborhood, we would run down to
the wharf to greet him!
It was great having him with us!
On one of his visits’ he borrowed a car
and took us to Bennett’s Store on Firehouse Road. This was like travelling to
a foreign country. While we knew the
Chandlers/Bennetts neighborhood like
the backs of our hands, we knew
nothing about the East End! Sitting at
the counter at Bennett’s Store, while
eating an ice cream float, was such an
adventure! Going to Earle’s store was
also a special occasion. We couldn’t
wait to buy the gum and penny candy.

As I got older we would meet the boats
and walk the roads as our mother, her
siblings, and her friends had done.
We thought nothing of walking to the
Center after supper and walking back
as it started to get dark. I have great
memories of my gang walking down
the dark John Small Road singing
“Dim lights, thick smoke and loud,
loud music…” at the top of our lungs!
As we ventured out, we met so many
people who were our age. Later on we
even ventured to the Stone Wharf
where our peers jumped from the floats
– just as the Westenders jumped from
Chandlers!
When I think back to those days I see
the old apple tree with kids hanging
from its branches; I see the fireflies flitting through Charlotte and Calvin’s
field under a star lit sky; I see kids
swinging in the hammock; and I see
Gramp smiling, surrounded by adoring children, finding lobster bands on
the beach so each of us would have a
ring.
Our island adventures were magical,
so it is not surprising that six of my
cousins as well as two of my sisters,
Julie and Cindy, my brother, Donny,
and I live on Chebeague today. While
things have changed, it is still our
special place. «

Waiting for the boat at Chandlers - Cindy
MacNeill, Minnie Rich MacNeill, Debbie
MacNeill, Donny MacNeill, Monty MacNeill,
Cathy MacNeill

Earle’s Store and the Lobster Pot Bar

Jim Rich with a boatload of grandchildren!

Julie and Nancy MacNeill and Patti Rich on top
of their grandfather, Jim Rich Sr.

Donny MacNeill, Bill, Colleen, and Herbie Jones
on the Conqueror

Cathy MacNeill with siblings, cousins and
friends

Back L-R Chris, Kim and Patti Rich, Jim Rich Terry Griffin, Victor Rich; Middle Minnie and Herbie
Jones, Front Donna Rich
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Growing up on Chebeague
near Central Landing
By Melba Hamilton Miller (1912-2002) as told to Donna Miller Damon

Melba Hamilton and her doll
outside her family home above
Central Landing
Alice and Sherman Hamilton at a clambake

Island Journal 1999
(Note: Melba Hamilton Miller, a daughter of
Sherman and Alice Hamilton was born in the
house now owned by Tina Runge, which is
located above the Schoolhouse Seconds a.k.a.
Central School a.k.a. Old Grange Hall.)

DMD: Can you talk about some of
the people on Chebeague who
influenced you when you were
young?
MM: My mother and father influenced
me. They taught me about religion,
church and God. They taught me about
being honest and the Ten Commandments and all that. My father loved to
go to church, and I went to Sunday
school every Sunday. My folks gave me
20

good advice, and they were good people. I tried to be like them. They bought
me up religiously.

her. She was very religious. Living
around family was part of living on
Chebeague.

Aunt Nellie and Uncle Ad, my father’s
brother, were awful close to me.
They were like a second mother and
father. They lived next door. They treated me just like their own children.
Aunt Nellie would take me by the collar
and shake me if I sassed. If we got into
fights, my cousins and me, she treated
us all the same, and I never thought
anything of it. It was just like my
mother doing it. It was important
having family living nearby. I thought
the world of them.
My grandmother was an awful asset to
me, and she lived to be well over 90.
Aunt Nellie and Uncle Ad lived with

DMD: What did you do as a child
growing up on Chebeague?
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We played up on the edge of the woods
up above my house. We had playhouses
made out of fir boughs. We hunted
around and found old tea kettles and
put them in our playhouses to see who
could have the best playhouse. We used
to all go up there and meet and of
course, there would be some fighting
and pulling hair. I didn’t do it but one
or two did. We used to go the shore,
and take a picnic. We’d go on picnics
and things like that. We didn’t go alone.
We used to go to the shore and take a

picnic. Sometimes my father would
take us up the bay in his boat, the Melba.
My brother, Louis bought it for my
father.
I went to the East End School. There
were eight grades in the room and a lot
of kids. We all walked together in a big
group. I can remember how cold it was
and the bigger kids wouldn’t wait for
me. I can remember Raymond (Hamilton) and the other boys pulling me
down over the steps of the school to go
play baseball.
DMD: How have things changed on
Chebeague since you were a young
girl?
MM: Well you knew everybody here
(then). Everybody. Now you don’t
know anybody. We called everybody
aunt and uncle. We had more respect.
We didn’t call Chebeaguers Mister and
Misses. Here’s the way you did it. They
were Aunt and Uncle if you liked them,
but if you didn’t like them they were

Justina “Nellie” and Addison Hamilton – parents
of Waneta Cleaves

Neighborhood birthday party: Left - front to back Winona Hamilton, Grace Bennett, Waneta
Hamilton; Right - front to back Edith Bennett, Meda Hamilton, Melba Hamilton

“Old”-like “Old Will Curit”. I used to go
down and take my father’s dinner to
him in a dinner pail when he was baiting up. I can remember my father
going out his little boat with Walter

Statira Hamilton, Melba’s
grandmother
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Calder. It was way below zero. I can see
them now going out between Bangs,
disappearing in the vapor. I thought
they’d probably never ever come back.
It was lucky they did, I guess.

Melba Hamilton at a family picnic
at “Ed Hamilton’s Shore”
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Growing up on Chebeague near Central Landing

Ice Breaker off Central Landing in one of the bad winters Melba described

They were fishing off around the Elbow,
about three or four miles outside of
Halfway Rock light. Often as not it
would be a blizzard when they’d come
in. My mother would tell my brother,
Leland, and me to go down on the
wharf. She would say to Leland, who
was a few years older, “You take Melba’s
hand and don’t leave go of it and you
ring the bell down there on the freight
shed”. She thought it would help them
get in (find their way home). Sometimes they said they heard it when they
rounded Bangs over by Sand Island. In
those bad winters, you had to go that
way if you went out fishing at all.
We always had Christmas dinners.
We had our own roosters and hens.
We’d stuff them. You didn’t think you
had to buy a turkey or anything else.
But one year my father was sick, and we
knew we wouldn’t have any Christmas
dinner, let alone Christmas presents.
When we woke up on Christmas morning Mama looked out on the porch.
There was a big basket of food, turkey
and all! There were presents for everyone. We always knew that Aunt Minnie
Bennett (Joan Robinson’s grandmother) got it together. She was a saint.
But we didn’t let on we knew. You didn’t
do that.

22

DMD: If you could tell your grandchildren something you’d like them
to know about what it was like to
grow up on Great Chebeague Island
in the early twentieth century, what
would it be?
MM: I’d want them to know about
hanging May baskets and about the

time I was sliding down the hill over
there at Central, and I almost slid right
off the wharf. They should know that I
walked to Cliff Island over the ice with
my family to visit my sister, Statie, in
1918! I’d want them to know that they
don’t have the snow now like we used to
have. «

East End School

Snowplow stuck in snow on Stone Wharf Road
late 1920s- early 1930s.
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Minnie Grannell Bennett

Island Cornerstones
By Sharon Burgess Bowman
Deeply rooted in our history is a love
for this Island. We walk along old paths
worn down to ledge by our ancestors,
showing us the way, tracing our story
from those who came before us.
We search out the mossy stonewalls
and boundaries, tracking old apple
orchards to the shoreline, identifying
home by their names: Rose’s Point,
Higgins’s Farm, Bennetts Cove, Roy
Hill Road, Thompson’s Hill. We pick up
the broken fragments of glass worn
smooth by the tides and set sky blue
bottles on our windowsills. It is all of
one piece, cut from the same cloth, as
they say; old expressions tug at the story’s edge, gathering in those who have
heard it a thousand times and beg to
hear again.
I sit tonight with an old family photo
album, yellowing scotch tape attaching
the solemn faces in black and white,
a moment caught and held in a time
before my time. Searching the backs for
names I see in each face and place
a piece of me. Within each photo,
assembled without the benefit of chronology, a moment settles into place and
lifts a memory into focus; Here is my

Beth Ross, Sharon Burgess, Doug Ross at Rose’s Point

grandfather standing in the kitchen
telling a story about a couple he claimed were so bow-legged that it was said
when they rounded the corner by Bert

Edward and Rebecca Hamilton Ross – Sharon’s great-great grandparents
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Mansfield’s Spa it looked like they were
“peeling bark”. I recall that I laughed
along with family, but I didn’t get the
allusion to skating until much later
when I overheard the remark on Uncle
Merle’s Pond. Over time, I would recall
the story every time I strapped on my
skates.
Just here, at the turn of a page, my
mother stands on her grandmother’s
front porch, shyly tipping her head, her
coat buttoned crooked, hiding a smile
from the person with the camera.
It could have been my own daughter at
that age, on another day, the resemblance is so striking. If you take the
time, that day will linger in your
thoughts, take you off the porch to
greet perhaps an uncle or great aunt
and walk to the shore below the house.
You might sit on the sloop’s granite stones warmed by summer sun. If you
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Island Cornerstones

take the time to stay, you recall the
house was built from the timbers of
the old church taken down and reassembled by a great uncle. Inside, a
china cabinet once held a wedding
clock, the one that hadn’t worked for
years, yet chimed the day another
uncle died.
Every bend in the road conveys a story,
a piece of time breaks and falls into
your being, catching the present unawares, inviting a glimpse of the girl
you used to be when all the island opened front doors to their neighbor’s
children. Peanut butter and jelly sandwiches appeared on oil clothed kitchen
tables, while afternoon plans, devised
in whispers, should secrets be overheard and headed off at the pass, were
hatched. Schemes evolved in seconds,
requiring trips to the workshop for
lumber and hammers, saws and
nailing aprons, often a length of rope.
Our friends were our destination.
A never-ending ball game in the field
next to Leonard’s Store followed the
season long until first snow and
the Center pond fell under constant
surveillance,
boots
accidentally
sliding beyond the verge, listening for
the buckle, before jumping back to
safety. We gathered bottles from the
roadside for the price of a ten cent
ice cream cone, walked to the old
Grange Hall for Girl Scouts, and once
rehabilitated an old buggy, hauled in
pieces from the neighbor’s barn, and
pushed it all over the island. When
suppertime rolled around, we’d wave
each other down the icy road calling
out into the darkening winter nights.
Today, when an old friend calls out
your name, tossing a smile, you share
the bond without words, you are there,
bicycle wheels spinning in the sunlight side by side. «
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Shirley Ross Burgess

Girl Scout’s perform “Big John” at the Grange Hall: Polly
Smith, Carol Todd, Donna Miller, Kendra Hamilton, Cis
Kuntz, Sharon Burgess

Merle Ross, Sheila Ross, Beth Ross, Sharon Burgess, Doug Ross, Sherry Ross, Cindy Ross Steve
Ross, David Burgess
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The Adventure
By Rosemary Capps Merchant

It was a summer in the early
60’s, perhaps 1963, when
Betsy and Emily Gaston,
Gretchen Tonks and Rosemary Capps decided it would
be fun to walk around the
island, sticking to the
shoreline all the way.

Martha Hamilton’s Chebeague Map

We consulted the tide tables, packed
a lunch, put on sturdy shoes, and set
out down the Chamberlin steps, and
past Big Rock, Fisherman’s Beach, the
Boatyard, and Rose’s Point. Sinking
into the muck of low tide in Johnsons
Cove, we first discovered a hideously
bloated carcass of an unidentifiable
animal and then someone spotted a
bottle… with a note in it. The note was
not from an exile stranded on
a remote island but was from the U.S.
Coast and Geodetic Society offering the
handsome reward of fifty cents for
information about the date and location of recovery. We pocketed our find
and navigated the rest of the distance
without making any other memorable
discoveries.

Brewer’s Boat Yard early 1960s

The Big Rock

Deer Point

We hit Deer Point at a perfect low tide
and stopped for a leisurely lunch. We
walked along the back side of the
island, which was pretty undeveloped.
At last, we rounded the East End Point
and meandered victoriously down
Hamilton Beach, around our point and
up the Chamberlin steps sometime in
Springettes, also known to some as Fishermen’s Beach
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The Adventure

Note the triangle piece of coin in
these 3 bracelets

1930s aerial view of the East End Point and Hamilton Beach

the afternoon. We collapsed on the lawn
feeling a great sense of accomplishment
in a day well spent.
The exact time of our expedition has
been lost to history, but the next day
brother Steve Capps and the younger
Capps cousins, Dick Stelle and Mary
and Julia Scranton decided they would
break our record. (We were not trying
to set a record.) Without so much as
consulting a tide table, they took off
and the boys returned gloating several
hours later, crowing that they had
smashed our record.

almost 60 years! (Bracelets belonging
to Rosemary, Emily, and Betsey are just
waiting to be reunited with Gretchen’s
in summer 2021!)
(Note from Emily Gaston Muller
regarding ”The Adventure”)
One memory I have is that Dad got
reports of sightings of us during the
trek. He knew when we crossed the
Stone Pier for example. I walked down
the beach from the parking area at the

end of the road by the Higgins Farm
and around the point into Johnsons
Cove last fall for the first time since
“the Walk”. I had not been back. We had
such a hard time getting around that
cove that I’ve had a mental block about
it ever since. That’s where we found the
oceanographic survey bottle. It was
hard getting around Deer Point, then
the long, hot walk down the other side
of the island seemed endless, and I, for
one, got badly sunburned on the back
of my legs. Because we left by Chamberlin’s steps, we had to go around
Capps’ Point to us but Artists Point on
map, to go back up Chamberlin’s steps.
We all were of an age to go right to the
mailboxes to see what mail we had. «

They claimed 3 hours and 15 minutes
but never admitted how many times
they had left the beach to go cross-country, nor did they report that they had
abandoned Mary and Julia somewhere
along the way. We four young ladies of
the original expedition were not
impressed and still hold the memory of
our special day and adventure.
What happened to the note in the
bottle? Sam Gaston took charge of sending in the paperwork and transformed
the fifty-cent reward coin into four
equal pieces as charms for our brace- Photo Emily and Betsy Gaston, Norah Toohey, Gretchen Tonks – Hamilton Beach c. 1960; Roselets. The four pieces will be reunited mary is missing from the photo and Norah was not part of the adventure
in the Growing Up exhibit after
26
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Massachusetts Colony: Conrad Cottage above to the right of the Niblic

Growing Up Coming to Chebeague
By Sam Muniak Birkett

The island is a constant in my memory as far back as I can remember. My grandparents
moved to Chebeague before I was born, so my first glimpse of Casco Bay was from a baby’s
eyes. Spending summers on the island was the joy of my life. Literally every minute of summer
meant being on Chebeague, breathing the salt air, listening to the seagulls cry as the tide rose
and fell. When I was very young we stayed at my grandparents’ house (the house was a lot
smaller back then). As my sister and I got older we graduated to sleeping on cots in the attic.
One summer when we came back, to our surprise Nana had fixed up the shed (“the sugar
shack”), complete with bunkbeds, curtains, a braided rug, and a turntable! We were thrilled,
to say the least. Summers were always a dream come true.

Polly-Lin II

The school year proved to be otherwise.
With many moves and bumps in the
road, the end of the school year always
meant taking the quickest route back
to Chebeague. On the final day of the
school year, the second hand moved so
slowly as we counted the minutes until
we could run to the station wagon and
hit the road. Our mom had packed all
the pets (cats, dogs, hamsters) with
bikes tied onto the roof. We would drive
through the night, never getting here
soon enough. We were sure a sight as
we loaded everything aboard the Polly
Lin.
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Then we would stay all summer until
the last possible minute and drive
through the night to make it back in
time for the first day of school. Summers meant living! The rest of the year
meant surviving, always with the
dream of our little island in Casco Bay
only a seven or eight hour drive away.
As I got older I started a tradition of my
own, burying three things at the end of
our path to the beach at the end of summer. A lucky rock for strength, a piece
of sea glass for hope and a feather as a
symbol that dreams can take flight.
The next summer as soon as we’d arrive
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Growing Up Coming to Chebeague

I’d race down the path to see if they had
survived. Most often they did but there
were years strong storms pulled them
out to sea. The island always gave me
strength, hope, and a place to dream.
There was never a doubt it was the
center of my universe.
As a kid I never imagined I’d be lucky
enough to buy my grandparents’ house
and live here year-round myself. Better

yet, settle here with a family of my
own. It means so much to me to be able
watch my children climb the same tree
I climbed as a child and watch them
explore the same beach I explored.
To see them play in the same stream
where I spent hours imagining, and
forge friendships that would last a lifetime with the children of my friends...
to see the circle continue.

Those years really did seem like a dream
come true. Who knows what the future
will bring. Enduring this pandemic,
I can’t imagine any place on earth I’d
rather be, and even during this time
the island has given me hope and
strength and provided me with a place
to dream. «

Island Friendships: Sam Birkett, May Hall, Althea Dugliss

Island friendships: Josh Doughty, Conrad Birkett, John Summa, George Birkett
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Sam and Hannah Birkett
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Remembering When
By Sylvia Hamilton Ross
I have great memories of growing up on
Chebeague, as I know many other Chebeaguers do. Some of these memories
are clearer than others, so I will try to
stick to them –some are rather funny!
One of my first memories was when my
mother took me shopping in town
(Portland) when I was about 10. She lost
sight of me in one of the big stores, but
found me just in time, since I hadn’t
realized that I was lost! I felt a pulling
on my shoulder and heard her saying

“Come with me!” It seems I had thought
the whole time I was with my mother.
Another crazy memory was the time
when Marianne Webber, Dianne Calder’s sister, let me ride her pony. We
were young teens standing around talking with a bunch of kids outside
Mansfield’s Spa in the Center (corner of
Firehouse and South Roads). Marianne
asked if I would like to ride her pony.
I was a little hesitant, but I said, “Sure!”
Well, the pony took off from the top of
the hill, down the hill past Merle Ross’s
house (Wiles) and turned left straight
up to Dianne’s and Marianne’s barn!
Marianne was almost dead when she
reached the barn, I was so glad to see
her! It’s a wonder that the poor pony
had any mane left – I had held on so
tight! I think her name was Dandy.

Sylvia with her father Ervin and four of her
siblings. Sister Joyce was not yet born. L-R Back
Ken, Sylvia, Audrey; Front L-R Ervin, Rodney
and Theron

I was probably seven or eight years old
and my father had a cow. We were
living in the house now owned by Julie
Doughty – the house where I was born.
You can imagine that was a long time
ago. I would say about eighty years ago.
Wow!

Bert Mansfield outside his ice cream parlor
known as “Mansfield’s Spa” or “Bert’s” for
short.

Sylvia’s birthplace and father’s store

Ken, Audrey, Theron and I were playing
in the field behind the house when we
discovered that Dad’s horse had become loose and was chasing my brothers
and sister and me! We started running
for the barn to hide from the horse.
While we were hiding I heard Dad say,
“Are you there Sylvia?” Sure enough – I
had hidden from the horse in the cow’s
stall -- RIGHT BEHIND the cow’s tail!
Meanwhile, my other siblings had
scurried to safety into the hay mow
above! When I heard his boots hit the
floor I knew we were safe!
I think that anyone who has lived very
long on Chebeague could write some
wonderful stories. What a great book it
would make! Chebeague Tales! «
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West End School Picnic – Sylvia Hamilton top
right and Marianne Webber directly below

Marianne Webber with her “pony” Dandy!
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Feeling Safe Growing
Up on Chebeague

Church choir Back Row L-R Carol Todd, David Miller, Waldo Crafts (organist); Middle Row L-R
Beth Ross, Sharon Burgess, Donna Miller; Front Row L-R Billy St. Cyr, Carolyn and Stanley
Tanner (minister and wife)

“Grampie”, Ern Ross always had time for his
grandchildren. Pictured here with Jimmy
Todd and Ernie Burgess

by Carol Todd Sabasteanski

When I think of growing up
on Chebeague, it is not about
one or more experiences.
There were many – and I will
share a couple. But it is about
the sense of family that, although I didn’t realize it at the
time, always made me feel
safe and loved.

remember walking through the mud
with other island kids in March. We
would never have worried about getting home. If something happened – we
could knock on any door and find a helping hand (probably a relative). I felt
safe getting rides home from adults.
After all, I knew them and, again, they
were probably related to me. There was
never a moment of fear – it was always
comfortable on Chebeague.

I felt safe to walk to my grandparents’
house with my 3-year-old brother when
I was eight. My mother could just send
us out and know that nothing bad
would happen. My biggest concern
was that Andrew would fall in the
stream under the culvert by Billy Hill’s
house. It looked like such a big fall!

I felt loved by all the adults on the
island. When I was a child, I didn’t
know about family feuds or personal
animosities. I just understood that
every islander knew me and, I believed,
loved me. I also knew that if I misbehaved my parents would probably find
out about it. When you think about it, I
had an island full of parents.

I felt safe walking home after a Friday
night MYF (Methodist Youth Fellowship) meeting at the Parish House.
The North Road was all dirt then, and I
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There were only a few year-round children. We had a special bond. I carry that
bond with me now and regret that my
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children could never have the special
life-long connection that comes from
growing up in such a small community.
When I was seven, I had tonsilitis. It was
such a bad case that I had to stay home
from school for many weeks just to get
well enough to have the tonsils
removed. When I got home from the
hospital, the minister arrived at our
house with a box full of gifts! The community had donated gifts for me in a
collection box at Bennett’s Store. What
a memory for a child!
When I was in my 20’s, there was an
accident on the island that was reported on the local news. When I found
out who was involved, my landlady
said, “At least it wasn’t your family”.
My response (whether I verbalized it or
not) was – “You don’t understand, we
are all family on that island.”

Growing up on Chebeague
at Sanford’s Pond
By Laura Trask

Chebeague School c. 1962: Back: Michael
Hamilton, Charlie Kuntz, Beth Ross, Wayne
Dyer, Sharon Burgess, Cappy Dyer, Bruce
Riddle. Front: Donna Miller, Holly Hamilton,
Carol Todd, Polly Smith. With one exception,
Carol was related to all of these students!

For more than forty years, Chebeaguers of all ages have treasured memories of
skating at Sanford’s Pond. Laura Trask wrote this article about her grandfather’s
skating pond when she was in junior high. She captured the magic of the pond
and the feelings of the many generations who continue to enjoy this special
place. Thanks to the generosity of her mother, Jackie Doughty Trask, who recently donated the pond and shelter to the Chebeague and Cumberland Land Trust,
new memories will continued to be made by children growing up on Chebeague
for years to come. «

Bennett’s Store 1950s

I have not lived on Chebeague since my
20s. But it is still such a part of me.
I have always told my children that the
island connection is so strong that I
could call another Chebeaguer today
that I haven’t spoken with in years and
say I need help. I believe that person
would be there for me – as I would for
them. Growing up on an island was a
gift. «

Skaters at Sanford’s
Pond c. 1990

Sunday Afternoon Hockey Game

Carol feeling safe on an island path

Sanford and Mable Doughty, who were
mentors to generations of children growing
up on Chebeague.
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Growing up on Chebeague
in the Center

Ross family’s tent playhouse.

Ethyl and Merle Ross with grandsons, Merle (L) and Doug (R)

By Sheila Ross Burke

Every summer he would put up a huge tent, just beyond
Our’s garden behind the house, for us kids to play in.
As I remember, we had a cot for napping and wooden crates
with dividers in them stacked on top of each other to put our
dishes and silverware and glasses in. We had a makeshift
table with probably some boxes for chairs and had a wonderful time playing house. Our always made sure we had snacks
and anything else we kids thought we needed.

Thinking back of my memories of growingup years on Chebeague, I feel I had the most
magical childhood anyone could have had.
I especially spent a lot of time at my grandparents, Merle and Ethyl Ross, lovingly
known as Bumpy and Our. They say I named
him Bumpy because when I would rub my
hand over his face, it was “bumpy”.

Beyond the tent there was an ice pond and a little brush/tree
covered path that led to a really large vegetable garden that
Our tended every year, and just off that little path to the side
was a very special little silent place we had for special
plan-making and etc. In the winter the ice pond was a great
place for ice skating get togethers.
In front of the ice pond and a little further towards the main
road was Bumpy’s Shop/Garage - we used to go on occasion,
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the window to see what was happening when we heard the
sirens. It was especially terrible for us kids because I remember when Our’s mom, Alice Hamilton, lived with her - we
would always go ask her for money for an ice cream cone or a
popsicle, and she always furnished us with the needed funds.

Pond behind the Ross House

when he, dad or Uncle Lew were in there. We loved to go in
and work on projects of our own and once in a while we
would get some help with a saw or some other tool and would
actually end up with something that looked like something!

Speaking of winter, we had some great ones on the Island.
There was not only the ice pond but traipsing through the
snow to cut down our Christmas tree that was to go on the
front porch. Our would always hang plain donuts from the
piazza porch for the birds to get a Christmas treat. And then
there were the toboggan rides down the hill right in front of
their house. I especially remember that dad would put a
snowball in the road, which was where we were supposed to
fall off, so that we didn’t go too far and end up in the ditch or
in the way of an on-coming car.

I am remembering when we Ross kids were quite young and
lived in The Camp, which was just below where Doug Ross
lives now. Later Dad built that house, and he sold it to Uncle
Lew when we moved off-Island. Dad did have the wander
lust, and I’m afraid I took after him - the minute he said to
the family “let’s take a ride,” I was the first one in the car!
But now back to The Camp. I remember the early morning
that Bert Mansfield’s ice cream shop burned. We were
sleeping in the top floor of The Camp, and we all rushed to

Alice Hamilton and great grandchildren: L-R Alice, Sheila, Sherry, Cindy
and Steve Ross

Cindy and Sherry Ross in front of “The Shop

Ruth Dyer in front of Bert Mansfield’s Ice Cream Parlor; Merle and Ethyl
Ross’ House right
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Growing up on Chebeague in the Center

There were some real hilarious moments trying to get that
worked out just right, but we had so much fun and laughter!!!
The snowfalls on Chebeague were so beautiful and nothing
like out west. My grandparents had a white picket fence
around their place, and the snow would fall so deep you
could not even see the fence.
Then came summer and the boat rides to the mainland to
shop for groceries and go to doctor and dental appoint-

ments. I remember several times Our would try to trick me
into going to the dentist; but as soon as we hit this one street,
the cat was out of the bag, so to speak - I knew exactly what
was going on!
But then there were the fun times too. Aunty Lee (Leah
Webber) was the mail carrier, and she would let us ride to the
boat with her where she would get the mail and take it to the
post office and then deposit us kids back home. Well, the
mail came in at Chandlers Landing on the West End. And to
get to the actual landing you had to drive down a very long

Sheila hauling her sled back up “Ethyl’s Hill”

Sherry, Sheila, Cindy and Steve Ross outside Ethyl Ross’ window:
Blizzard, February 1952
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Sheila with Leah Webber
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Growing up on Chebeague in the Center

“bridge”, which went off over the edge of a cliff (remembering it as a child). I was scared to death once we left the road
but it was all worth it to get to GO! As far as I know the
landing is still the same today but made much sturdier.
The other boat landing was at the East End of the Island. That
was the one we always came to when we came to the Island in
the summer. I loved going to meet the boat there and
watch the Nellie G come in, and it was usually the boat we
took to the mainland to shop and etc. The water was so calm,
beautiful and had a glassy effect to it.

“Chandlers Cove Bridge”

To sum it all up, the saying is truly correct when they said,
“you can take the boy out of the country but you can’t take
the country out of the boy!” Only thing is, in this case it is
the Island and the sea that you can’t take out of the girl (and
my two sisters, Sherry and Cindy, as well)! I am tickled to say
that what little time my daughter has been able to spend on
Chebeague Island, she has grown to love it and the sea
and usually spends most of her vacations on and near the
water. «

Cindy, Beth, Merle, Sheila and Sherry Ross in Merle and Ethyl’s magical backyard

Nellie G III Coming into the Stone Wharf
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Chebeague Island School c. 1960 Front L-R: Polly Smith, Holly Hamilton, Donna Miller, Sharon Burgess; Back L-R: Michael Hamilton,
Leon Hamilton, Leland Hamilton, Meredith Bowen, Cappy Dyer, Charlie Kuntz

Double Trouble
By Donna Miller Damon, dedicated to the memory of Leland and Leon Hamilton

People often characterize Chebeague as one big family. In my
case, it really was. With one exception, I was genetically linked
to everyone of my schoolmates and teachers during the nine
years I spent at the Chebeague Island School! While adventures
with all of these folks impacted my childhood and helped mold
me into the person I am today, a couple of my most adventurous peers stand out.

I lived on Firehouse Road and my
Hamilton cousins lived around the
corner on North Road. While I was
kin to all of the kids at school, Leland
and Leon, the Hamilton twins, and
their sister Holly, were my first
cousins. My mother and their father
were siblings.
Living close by, we could hear our
mothers’ booming voices echoing
throughout the neighborhood calling
us home for supper, and our mothers
had no qualms about discipling us if
the need arose. Holly is five months
older than me, so we grew up like sisters, but it was her twin brothers, two
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Cub Scouts Leland
and Leon Hamilton

Leland Hamilton and
sister Melba Hamilton
Miller

years older, who brought excitement
and real adventure into the neighborhood. They told us what to do and we
did it – until experience taught us to
question their authority - and then we
smartened up!
Aunt Elsie used to say that even in the
playpen, when one was being a tyke,
the other was planning their next
misadventure! The twins lived next
door to Parr’s Poultry Farm. They regaled us with detailed gory stories of
headless chickens running around the
yard after the chick’s trip to the chopping block.
Leland and Leon could do just about
anything from creating a labyrinth of
tunnels in piles of snow, building ski

Leon, Leland Sr and Leland Jr Hamilton

jumps made from ice covered old, shed
doors, and making multiroomed brush
camps in the woods where they cooked
acorns over non-permitted campfires
to the challenges of scrambling high
above the ground on blown down spruce trees – arranged like pick-up sticks
felled by hurricanes Carol and Edna.
And none of us will forget playing in
the tunnels dug into the sides of the
gravel pit or the many adventures roaming through the golf course woods,
running over the bridges, imagining
that we were in Sherwood Forest or the
Wild West!

Our teacher, Mrs. Hamilton, loved
them – despite their antics and the fact
she couldn’t tell them apart. Her comments on their report cards described
smart, caring, and somewhat energetic

Out in the wild the twins taught us
skills that they learned in Cub Scouts.
The twins found polliwogs in the Dirt
Pit ponds, found horseshoe crabs in the
mudflats, and they even found a baby
seal that they brought home to live in a
wash tub! We followed them through
the woods over the island cart roads.
They taught us some lessons that they
did not learn at Scouts, such as how to
play poker as well as how to spell
swear words when we played school.
They cleared off the ice ponds and lit
fires in old tires to keep us warm.

Leon, Holly and Leland Hamilton in Sunday
School Pageant
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Leland, Elsie, and Leon Hamilton
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Double Trouble

Leon, Leland and Shirley Ross in First Grade

Stella Hamilton

“dear” little boys! They had a different
relationship with our itinerant music
teacher, Mrs. Rich (no relation to the
Chebeague Riches), who despite teaching us about Mr. and Mrs. Cleft (Bass
and G) and their little darlings – do, re,
mi, fa, so, la, and ti she had little patience for inattention! One day she
grabbed at one of the twins and the
other one said, “My mother said that if
you pull one more button off his shirt,
you will have to sew it back on!” After
that they made up a parody to the
Robinhood theme song, in which they
rhymed Rich with another noun!
The twins were usually dressed alike
when they were small, which made telling them apart more difficult for the
adults in their lives. (My mother was
never sure who was walking through
the door!) One day one of the twins was
sick. When the other twin arrived,
Stella Hamilton, our teacher, called
38

him by his brother’s name, and he answered. The rest of us played along!
He spent the day failing spelling tests
and making mistakes in his arithmetic
problems. Our teacher wasn’t happy.
The next day when they both arrived
at school, the recovering twin was
surprised when the teacher took
him aside and told him she hoped he
had a better day in school than he did
the day before!
Their creativity shone through at
school. They made up a wonderful

Dressed alike as cowboys at Bible School c.
1954; Standing: Cindy Ross, Norah Toohey,
Shirley Ross, Polly Smith, Francina Rich;
Sitting: Michael Hamilton, Chester Rich,
Leland, Holly and Leon Hamilton.

active recess game that we called the
chasing game. We picked teams and
ran deep into the woods behind the
school with one team chasing and
the other hiding. If you were caught,
you might find yourself tied to a tree if
you were too far from the “jail.” One day
a group of girls, dressed in skirts and
nylons, went so deep into the woods
that they didn’t hear the recess bell.
They eventually came back in time for

Leland and Leon Hamilton (Back); David and Donna Miller (front)
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Double Trouble

Intersection of John Small and South Roads c. 30 years before the
poison ivy encounter – poison ivy field on left

lunch when they realized that no one
was chasing them!
I have just scratched the surface of the
exploits of my cousins, Leon and
Leland Hamilton, but I think it is
enough background for the story I am
about to describe – my biggest personal adventure with them.
I was about 8 when my bicycle broke
and needed to be welded. In those days
my family didn’t have a phone or car –
in fact, neither of my parents ever had a

Original John Small Rd. “bridge” c. 1920s Unk. Woman - Van Arsdale
Collection

driver’s license! No one will be surprised that Bob Dyer was the go-to guy for
welding bikes. I knew Bob because he
was married to my second cousin,
Beverly Calder, and they had lived at
the Calder’s across the road, before
moving back to the West End, but I had
no idea how to find my way to the West
End. I had ridden in the school bus and
the taxi to that part of the island, but I
didn’t have a clue where folks lived. My
father had to go lobstering and my
mother had to take care of my younger
brother, who was too small to walk to

the West End. So, my usually overly
cautious mother came up with a plan.
In retrospect I am not sure what she
was thinking. We talked about the
event at numerous times over the years,
and she couldn’t really articulate the
genesis of her idea!
She sent me off at 8 a.m. on a beautiful
sunny summer day with my bike and
my 10-year-old twin cousins, expecting
us to return by noon. Over the next
nine hours, I had the adventure of a
lifetime, and I think my mother’s hair
turned gray!
We headed out with a clear mission –
drop off the bike and come home. But
my mother, who had put the twins in
charge, told me to listen to them – so I
did! We walked over Firehouse Road
through familiar territory toward Central and beyond. Their first decision of
the day was to take the John Small
Road. As we headed down that unfamiliar road (the bus kept to the main
roads) they saw a field covered with a
red and green shiny plant. They immediately started rolling around on the
ground in the field of poison ivy. When
they told me to join them, I was hesitant, but they assured me that they
didn’t get it, and that we were cousins,
so it was ok. A few days later when my
eyes were swollen shut, and my legs

Chandlers Wharf 1950s
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Double Trouble

Punts at Chandlers Cove

Dave Wilde’s Sea Plane

were covered with raw oozing sores,
I decided that perhaps we weren’t
really cousins. It was before I understood about genetics and DNA – but
after all, I was only eight!

to see rushing water, I was disappointed by the trickle flowing out of a huge
culvert. Despite hearing my mother’s
voice in the recesses of my mind saying
that I should never crawl into a culvert,
I followed my cousins into a metal tunnel. But we didn’t crawl in – we walked
in. It seemed safe enough even though
we could hear cars driving over us! I
was pretty impressed as we climbed
back up the bank and walked down the
road.

After our frolic we headed toward our
destination, but once again encountered a diversion. The twins told me that
we would be going over Chebeague’s
only real bridge. Now that sounded
interesting. I didn’t know we had a
bridge! Soon, we were standing in the
middle of the road with a deep gully on
either side of the road, but it didn’t look
like any bridge that I had ever seen! In a
flash they headed down into the gully,
with me following close by! Expecting

Before long we were standing in front
of Bob Dyer’s house, and I left my bike
with Beverly. Our adventure was over,
or so I thought. As we left the Dyers’
driveway - instead of heading toward

the East End, the twins turned in the
opposite direction. I listened as they
decided that we were going fishing.
How could we do that? We didn’t have a
fishing line! They assured me that
there were plenty of lines where we
were going, so I followed them. Did I
have another choice? Before I knew it,
we were in a punt rowing around
Chandlers Cove jigging for mackerel.
I honestly can’t remember if we caught
any fish, but I do remember that I was
impressed that we didn’t need to wear a
life preserver. The twins assured me
that we could all swim well enough to
save ourselves. I was impressed because I didn’t know that I could swim that
well! We even rowed around an airplane that was floating in the water. What
an adventure! Eventually they rowed
into the float that was attached to the
Fishermen’s Wharf, a rustic structure,
and we climbed up a steep ramp.
By this time the twins were getting
hungry, and I was ready to eat too!
While we were close to the Chandlers
Cove Lunch, we had no money. That
was not a problem I was told, because
they knew someone who would feed us.
At this point I had no doubts that we
would soon be eating lunch. By now
I had total confidence that my 10-yearold cousins understood the inner
workings of life on the West End. They
led the way from the wharf to what I
remember as a large house with a
porch. A very nice lady met us at the

Fisherman’s Wharf in Winter 1960s
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Double Trouble

Bowen’s Garage 1960s

Doughty-Nida House Chandlers Cove – now McCatherin

door, and once the twins explained our
dilemma, our hostess invited us inside
and made a sandwich for each of us!
Years later, I finally determined that
the nice lady was Doris Doughty Nida,
but at the time I didn’t have a clue. After
eating we thanked her and were finally
on our way.
I don’t remember much about the walk
home, so it must have been uneventful.
I was getting pretty tired when we turned on to Firehouse Road, so I wasn’t
surprised when the twins decided to
head home. (Could it be possible that
they had a premonition about my
mother’s reaction to our return?) As I
rounded the corner of the house, my
mother was coming out of the shed
with a four-foot oak lobster trap lath in
her hand. When she saw me, she let out
a shriek asking me where I had been. I
thought it odd because she sent me to
the West End! I started to get worried
when her voice began to tremble when
she asked me if I knew what time it was.
Of course, I didn’t, but she told me that
it was almost 5 pm and that I had been
gone nine hours. She started to come
toward me with the lath still in her
hand. Thinking the worst, I took off
running as fast as I could despite her

pleas for me to comeback. I ran over the
road and when I got to Bowen’s Garage,
I looked over my shoulder and saw that
she was still in hot pursuit. About this
time, I looked ahead and saw my father
walking over the road on his way back
from the shore. He was by the ice pond
when I met him. As I cried that she was
going to kill me, my mother, still carrying the lath, caught up to us. I can’t
imagine what my father was thinking!
He settled us down right there in the
middle of the road. Come to find out
my mother didn’t even realize that she
had the lath. As the hours had passed
that day, she had become more frantic,
wondering what had become of me. My
father explained that my mother wasn’t
mad; she was just relieved that I was ok.
He convinced me that it was safe to go
home.
While my mother wasn’t happy with
the twins, she never showed it. Despite
the events of the day, they were welcomed back to our home with open arms.
But not surprisingly, she never asked
them to take me anywhere again! After
that adventurous day, I finally understood why my cousin Theresa called
them “Double Trouble!” «
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Ellsworth, Donna and Melba Miller 1954 –
4 years before the “Adventure”

Leland and Leon Hamilton on the
“cool” Honda 50s!

41

Grandfather’s Stories of
Growing Up on Chebeague
By Marianne Webber Brenton (1933-2013)

My grandfather, Herbert Hamilton,
loved to tell stories to his granddaughters. We sat on his lap in an old rocker
by the woodstove. At supper time he
took on the twin tasks of feeding wood
into the hot stove where my mother
cooked supper and entertaining two
little girls, me and my sister (Dianne).
He had Indian tales, stories of farmers,
of building houses, wharves, boats,
about fishing trips, and even about his
year in New York City. All were experiences from his life growing up and
living on Chebeague.

Marianne, Leah and Dianne Webber

Baseball was a very popular sport
among all Americans at the end of the
nineteenth century. Young men from
Chebeague were enthusiastic players
who would go to any extreme in order
to play.

Chebeague Baseball Team 1907.
Baseball has always been a popular
Chebeague pastime. Folks took it
seriously and some Chebeaguers
played for Maine semi-pro teams

Grandpa told me of a game they had in
one of the towns “up back” on the
mainland, maybe Casco or Windham.
The team loaded their bicycles into
dories early in the morning on the day
of the game and rowed to the mainland.
There they tied up the dories and unloaded the bikes to ride to the appointed
game.
When the game was over they biked the
10 miles or so back to the shore. From
there they rowed home, probably a
very tired and hopefully victorious
Chebeague Team. «
(Written in 2010)
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Herbert Hamilton at the shore below his house

Marianne Webber
on her bike
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Being a Kid on Cottage Road
by Toby Webb

The decade of the 1950s was
probably the heyday for
summer children on the
West End’s Cottage Road.
In the years after World War II, mothers
and grandmothers could spend the
whole summer on the island, so children got to be there too. For me, the
summer began as soon as school was
out and ended, with a quick stop at
Porteous in Portland for school clothes,
with a drive home Labor Day weekend.
The two-and-a-half months in between
were all island time.
My “gang” was made up of early baby
boomers. Starting with “Charles
Michael” Kuntz in the farmhouse at the
top of the Hook and extending as far as
“Cliffie” Habig’s house on the bluff over
Chandlers Cove, our territory ranged
about a half a mile and our membership included Morses, Raymonds,

The Webbs’ grandmother, Lucinda Bukeley, bought the cottage and hosted her grandsons every
summer. L-F Rod Webb, Jeff Webb holding Toby, and Lucinda holding grandson Colin “Cokie”
McFarland

Rodmans, Shattucks, three Rover sisters and their Bullens cousins, Lunts,
my late cousin “Cokie” McFarland, and
Cliff. There were very few cars, so we
knew nothing of the East End, other

than an occasional square dance at the
hotel, where the glamorous Toohey sisters awed us, and we sang about a big
black dog named Bingo. Charles
Michael was the first with wheels, a
motorbike we all envied greatly.
Occasionally, grown-ups would organize an activity. I remember two
scavenger hunts, one with the treasure
hidden on the secret “Indian path” that
connected Webb Cottage with the
Lunts next door, and one, chiefly organized by a visiting Ballard mother,
where the clues were all Ballard-land
-based and incomprehensible to some
of us.

Some of the Cottage Rd. Gang: Bottom L-R David Seely, Linda Lunt, Rod Webb, Marcia Lunt ;
Top L-R: Betsy Raymond, Peter Rodman, Cathy Rohver, Janet Rodman, Joan Rohver
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There was an every-Sunday-night ritual
of singing hymns at the Ballards’,
which I loved. Everyone got to choose a
hymn (except for a Ballard son, who
always chose the Navy Hymn and was
always overruled by his mother to
make it the version where each verse
pays tribute to a different armed service), a Rudyard Kipling short story
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Being a Kid on Cottage Road

The Glamorous Tooheys: Mary, Ginna holding Norah, and
Maggie as young children

was read, and snacks were then served.
The dark walk home past woods where I
now have a house was just scary enough
to be a thrill.
For those with boats, sailing races were
sometimes organized. “Uncle Phil”
Dorticos, a master sailor despite a life
affected by polio, would watch the race
from his porch at the top of the hill and
then give move-by-move critiques once
the sailors had returned.
But that was the extent of organized
activities. On most days, once I had
completed my chore of refilling the kit-

Charlie and Cis Kuntz before
Charlie had wheels

chen stove’s kerosene tank, my
grandmother pushed us out the door
and she didn’t expect to see us again
until lunchtime. We had no distracting
electronics, of course, other than
a radio. (My grandmother positioned
me beside it in 1956 to listen to Adlai
Stevenson accept the Democratic
nomination for President.) So we were
on our own, to amuse ourselves.
We played on the three beaches in our
realm: Chandlers Cove, Front Beach
with “the Ovens” beneath the Rodmans’ yellow house, and the Hook. We
“messed around in boats,” mostly in

Phil Dorticos

the punts tied up on Front Beach. We
borrowed books and comic books from
each other and read on the porches.
We moved as a group from house to
house and played whatever game
was available. We climbed trees.
My younger brother Hendy and neighbor Cidny Bullens (now a musician)
startled my parents, calling down from
the very top of the tall pine in our front
yard. Occasionally we were allowed
to play on the groomed croquet court
in front of the Ballards’ Katmandu.
We collected sand dollars, dried and
painted them. We relished freedom and
unstructured time.
One Chandlers Cove activity was watching Sister Mary, an Episcopal nun
who lived, before the Haydens, in the
house next door to Cliff Habig, as she
took her daily swim. On the street, she
was always in full starched wimple
(think Sally Field in The Flying Nun)
and, for the children who flocked
around her, she started the treasured
tradition of walking to the top of the
Hook every evening to watch the sun
set. But for her swim, she wore a black
cap and long black cape, which she kept

Cottage Road from Chandlers Cove

44

Sloop’s Log | 2021 Special Edition

Being a Kid on Cottage Road

Ballard’s Croquet Court in an earlier generation: Alice Stewart, ?,
Mary , Fred and Ernest Ballard

on as she walked out into the water.
It billowed above the surface like a
large black pumpkin and then settled
back as she walked ashore. Children
wondered whether there was a bathing
suit beneath.
The kids a few years ahead of us, Marcia
and Linda Lunt and Janet Rodman, corralled us into circuses and plays. I was
paid two cents for doing a backwards
somersault in a circus in front of Aunt
Janet Clark’s brown cottage. Parties
were held for those of us lucky enough
to have summer birthdays. (My cousin
Cokie’s was pulled indoors from the
beach as Hurricane Carol roared
through in August, 1954.) But the usual
schedule was… nothing. And it was all
a child with friends could wish for.
Not everything was paradise in these
post war years, of course. Many of the

The Hook

Kids on Cottage Road L-R Front Row: Jim Lunt, Toby Webb, Crissie Rohver,
Betsey Raymond, Joan Rohver; Back Row: L-R Cathy Rohver, Susan Shattuck, David Seely, ?, ?)

adults were heavy drinkers and that
may have affected the attention they
gave to children. War-shattered grown
ups lives were being put back together
delicately. (On Chebeague that decade I
watched my frail aunt, who had been
held in a Japanese prison camp in the
Philippines throughout the war, go
through divorce, courtship and divorce
again.) The “outside world” infringed
for the grown-ups; I remember John
and Mardi Shattuck warning the other
adults one evening that Fidel Castro,
the heralded new “liberator” of Cuba,
was not a friend. He soon nationalized
their business in Cuba.

they have inherited. The gang of the
‘50s, however, now the elders of Cottage
Road, try to give our grandchildren
some of the unstructured liberty we
experienced. «

But for the children, it was sunlight
and freedom and a long summer.
Now mothers work outside the home
with limited vacation time and
multi-branch families split up the
summer in the Cottage Road houses

The Ovens
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Sister Mary Regina
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Clyde Bowen Taxi c. 1947

Grandmother Capps’ Cottage

Sally, Kathy, and Rosemary Capps at the “Cabana Club” at Hamilton Beach

Summer Memories of Chebeague
By Rosemary Capps Merchant
When I was small, getting to Chebeague included an overnight train ride
from Ohio to Washington and then a
day trip from Washington to Portland.
Later on (pre GPS) my mother drove us,
stopping at historical and educational
sites along the way. Dad would fly up
for his vacation weeks, and we’d all
drive home together. We rode to Chebeague on the Nellie G III out of Falmouth.
Clyde and Geneva Bowen’s taxi picked
us up. There were very few personal
cars on the island. One of them belonged to my great uncle, BRT Collins.
We stayed at Grandmother Capps’s cottage on the East End of Hamilton Beach.
I remember pumping and boiling water
in the kitchen; the fireplace that was
perfect for toasting marshmallows;
lying in bed watching the Little Mark
46

Island light blinking through the pine
branches; and rowing out to dump the
day’s garbage after dinner.
Hamilton Beach was more rocky at our
end, but we were blessed with glorious
sand in the ‘60s – giving rise to the
famous Cabana Club of mothers with
their knitting, books and conversation.
Mrs. Hatch swam the length of Hamilton Beach daily. Our entertainment
included beach time, beach time, and
more beach time! We played endless
after-dinner games of hopscotch
drawn in the dirt road. Rainy days consisted of marathon games of Monopoly,
canasta, samba, war, and making
jigsaw puzzles.
We had no TV, no smartphone, very few
telephones, and of course no internet!
When we went shopping or exploring
Sloop’s Log | 2021 Special Edition

the island we walked and we walked!
We walked through the woods to the
village and Leonard’s store, to Bennett’s
store for necessities and treasures, and
to the cemetery or golf course for blueberries. We occasionally walked to the
West End.
Most of the vehicles on the island were
“commercial”. The ones I remember
include: the mail car, Cushman’s Bakery (how I loved those Scotch cookies,
crullers, and molasses taffy), Oakhurst
Dairy, Leonard’s store delivery wagon,
and Bowen’s taxi.
We were never on the island for more
than a month at most. My friends came
from our immediate neighborhood and
from the families of the “kids” my
parents had grown up with. There were

The Annual Lobster
Boat Launch
By Beverly Ross-Murray

Harold Todd delivering Cushman’s bakery and
Oakhurst’s milk

By late May or early June, after weeks of caulking, sanding
and painting, most of the island’s lobstermen had their
boats and gear ready for the upcoming lobster season. The
majority of the island’s lobstermen lived and worked from
coves or moorings on the western end of Chebeague. These
were all wooden vessels of varying styles, sizes and colors.
During the 1950’s and 1960’s, the launchings of these hard-working crafts
were carried out by the strong arms of the community. Every able-bodied
man, young and old, would meet at a predetermined time and place, to lend
their brawn, or at least their advice, to the event.
Wives and children came to socialize and to capture the moments on film.
Sometimes there were cookies and coffee passed around. It was a much anticipated event where the shared excitement, jovial camaraderie and maybe a
little bit of nervous energy could be felt amongst the attendees. Older wooden
boats can be fragile and there is an art to safely moving a large lobster boat,
from front lawn to the closest available safe slipway. Most were launched

Billy, Bruce and Bobby Riddle with Small Fry,
their Shetland pony

girls on the West End exactly my age
that I never knew because of the geographical division of the island, but
I’ve gotten to know them in later years,
now that automobiles have brought the
island closer together.
Playing golf as a young adult further
broadened my social circle and the geographical separation ceased to exist.
Other memories include the summer
encampment of the Indians on the road
by the Golf Course; Friday night square
dances at the Hillcrest; visits to Billy
Hill’s magical studio; swimming lessons from cousin Katharine (Kitty
Mayer) along with Lindy Smith and
Med Bowen; seeing the Riddle boys’
Shetland pony and of course sailing
picnics and picnics on the point. «

Bev’s dad, Richard “Poochie” Ross and his brothers, Emery and Brother were some of the
fisherman who used man power to launch their boats each spring
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The Annual Lobster Boat Launch

from a nearby cove, at high tide and
often straight off the banking and the
journey could sometimes be quite a
distance to travel. Boats were supported in wooden “cradles” and could only
be moved by placing several long
wooden rollers, one after the other,
from bow to stern. Dozens of strong
hands provided the momentum and
guided and maneuvered the heavy
wooden boat. The craft was rolled from
lawn to water in a well-choreographed
and strenuous manner. Many things
could go awry but, thankfully, rarely, if
ever, did. It was an annual event that
ushered in the passage of Spring to
Summer and one that brought our
island community together, each and
every year. Every family came to offer
help and support. This annual event is
one of my most treasured childhood
memories as the daughter of a Chebeague lobsterman. Today, launchings are
now performed using heavy mechanical equipment and winches and occur
at specifically designed launching
venues. We are fortunate to have these
new innovations, which are faster and
safer. Yet the launchings of bygone
days will always hold such a special
place in my heart. «

Preparing and launching Sid Doughty’s boat in 1923. Things hadn’t changed much by the 1950s.
Families still celebrated boat launchings – the annual the rite of spring. Note the child walking
along side Sid’s boat

Launching Chris Rich’s
Stelias 2002.
Front l-r Sanford Doughty,
Poochie ross, Herb Rich,
Priscilla Ross, Mabel Doughty;
Back l-r Mimi Moulton, ?,
Wink Houghton Jr., ?
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Growing up on Chebeague
in the Early 20th Century
By Ellsworth Miller (1910-2002) as told to Donna Miller Damon
Harry and Carrie Miller, Ellsworth’s
parents; she ran a store at the West End

and he’d cut those fish right in two.
He taught me about the fishing
grounds.

Island Journal 1999
Note: Ellsworth Miller, son of Harry
and Carrie Miller, was born in a house
that overlooked Western Landing. The
house burned and is now the site of
Ariette Scott’s house.
DMD: Can you talk about some of
the people on Chebeague who
influenced you when you were children?
EM: My biggest influence was my
mother and her strong right arm and
her big hand. It just fit the seat of my
pants. That’s the way she did it, either
that or a switch stick. Siah Wallace was
also influential. He had fleas all over
his house, and I’d go visit him and get

all covered with fleas and they’d go
off from me on to my mother. She’d
threaten what she’d do to me if I didn’t
stay away from Siah (Josiah Wallace).
DMD: What did you do as a child
growing up on Chebeague?
I used to chase my father around all of
the time. When I was four years old, he
went halibutting. I used to go out with
him when he set his halibut gear. He’d
go out before daylight in the morning
to haul it, so I couldn’t go then. He had
a 21-foot Hampton boat with a Hartford
engine, a make and break. He’d go off
the Cod Ledge. We’d leave home about
eleven o’clock in the morning and we’d
get off there and those bait seiners
would be seining those big sea herring
and mackerel. We’d get a barrel of bait
Sloop’s Log | 2021 Special Edition

I went to the high school (Grange Hall),
and they had a schoolteacher that
looked like a hippie. He tried to get a
fire going to heat the schoolhouse up
and somebody plugged up the chimney
so that smoke didn’t go up the chimney. The kids were always raising the
devil. I didn’t know most of the kids at
the high school because they lived on
the East End. They were new to me and
there were only about a dozen of them,
but Billy Ricker was there, and he and I
had been together a lot when I lived
down to the West End. One day he
swore up and down that he wasn’t
gonna go no more. His mother told
him that he was either going to school
or he was going to take his clam hoe
and go clamming, so that’s what he did,
he went clamming. Most boys quit
after the eighth grade.

Harry Miller and Ellsworth sitting on
Old Prince, their horse)
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Growing up on Chebeague in the Early 20th Century

Ellsworth and his siblings: Rachel, Bill and Ellsworth

Top Row L-R: Raymond Hamilton, Cliff Leonard, Ellsworth Miller,
Wilmer Turner; Middle Row L-R: Elliot Thompson, Louis Leonard,
Richard Bowen, Eloise Hamilton, Grace Bennett, Winona Hamilton,
Alice MacDonald, Teacher; Front Row L-R: Ethel Roberts, Gladys
Bennett, Ann Roberts, Elsie Ross, Meda Hamilton, Bertha Ross

I had one teacher in the Chebeague
High School, and she couldn’t teach
anything I was interested in. I learned
to educate myself by reading a lot. The
school got so bad that my class [1927]
was the last class to graduate from
Chebeague High School until 1936.
They made it a two-year high school
until then. But I guess I got the best
education on the clam flats. That’s
where I learned that the harder you
worked the more money you’d make.
DMD: What did you do after school
and summers when you were growing up on Chebeague?
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Colemans Cove fish houses were in Ellsworth’s front yard

EM: When I was little I usually ran
away and went down to the shore. If the
men were down at the shore baiting
up and stuff like that, we’d go down
and play around in the punts. I don’t
remember not knowing how to row.
When I was a teenager, I worked mostly.
I cut wood, we had gardens, and I went
clamming. We used to go out and tease
the neighbors. We’d put a devil’s fiddle
on a house. You take a spool of Aunt
Lydia’s thread and tie it on a fine finish
nail or a horseshoe nail and stick
the nail in under the window. Then
run a piece of rosin over the thread. It
would make an awful whistling noise.
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We played a little baseball but not very
much.
DMD: If you could tell your grandchildren something you’d like them to
know about what it was like to grow up
on Great Chebeague Island in the early
twentieth century, what would it be?
…The kids are happy here (on Chebeague). If the life a person lives makes
them happy, well, it’s all right.
It doesn’t matter what you do or where
you live, the most important thing is
that you are happy. My father taught
me that. «

Growing Up on Chebeague in the 21st Century
By Elizabeth Rugh

Islander

Hi. My name is Elisabeth Rugh. I am 11
years old. I was born on a cold March
night in 2009 when the Islander had to
take my mom over to the hospital at
one o’clock in the morning. The moon
was full, and they even joked about calling me Luna. Fast forward almost 12
years.
It’s hard to believe that during that time
I have gone to Kid’s Place, graduated
from CIS, been in 4th of July Parades,
done sailing school at the boatyard,
jumped off of Chandlers & the Stone
Pier, spent hours on Hamilton beach,
picked up trash with my school at the
Nubble, skated at Sanford’s Pond, gotten more full-sized candy bars at
Halloween than any mainland kid can
imagine, hauled lobsters with my brother Sumner, counted green crabs and
studied invasive species with Bev, been
in summer plays, and gone on end-ofyear school trips (except for 2020 due to
COVID-19).
Until I started 6th grade at Harrison
Middle School in Yarmouth this past
fall I could stay on the island for weeks
at a time. Summers are always fun.
There are a lot more kids. The days are
long and full and so fun. I look forward
to it all year. «

Elizabeth Rugh First Day of School

Carley Rich and Elizabeth Rugh cleaning
the shelter at Sanford’s Pond

Christine England and
Elizabeth Rugh at the
Library’s Alice in Wonderland Party

Elizabeth Rugh, Carly
Rich, Gage Putnam –
the 3 Musketeers

Elizabeth Rugh
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